144          LIFE ON THE STAGE
long-mourned lover had returned to her; and there was something lacking in the greeting, some tone of the voice, some glance of the eye seemed strange, alien. There was more of ardor, less of tenderness than before. My lips trembled; suddenly I heard the veiled,^ pathetic tone I had all day striven for in vain, and curiously enough it never struck me that it was my voice — no! it was the Spanish girl who spoke. My heart leaped up in my throat with a great pity, tears rushed to my eyes, fell upon my cheeks. There was applause — of course, was not Miss St. Clair there? Suspicion arose in my mind — grew. I bethought me of the saving of my life on that stolen day passed in the forest long ago. I took my -lover's hand and with pretty wiles drew him into the moonlight. Then swiftly stripping up the lace ruffles, showed his arm smooth and unblemished by any scar, and with the cry: "You are not Pascal de la Garde! " stood horror-stricken.
The moment the curtain fell Miss St. Clair sprang to me, and taking my face between her hands, she cried: " You would move a heart of stone! " She wiped her eyes, and turning to her husband, said: " Good God! she's a marvel! "
" No, no!" he snuffled, " not yet, Sallie; but she's a marvel in embryo!" He patted me on the shoulder. "You have a fortune somewhere between your throat and your eyes, my girl —you have, indeed! "
And then I rushed to don my borrowed robes for the next act, and stared stupidly when Hattie said: " What lovely applause you got, Clara, and you so frightened; you shook all over when you went on, we could see you." But I was too excited over what was yet to be done really to comprehend her words. When I saw myself in the glass I was delighted. The open robe of pale blue satin, brocaded with silver, was lifted at the sides with big bunches of blush and deep-pink roses over a white satin petticoat. I wore a high Spanish comb, a white mantilla, a pink rose over the ear, after the national